like a glass of wine or a cigarette. (Quinette was not a smoker, and he drank little. Illusion, thus understood, may be regarded as his own particular form of drug.) What does matter is to know which cases are which.
All these thoughts of his had not lasted three minutes. The bookbinder shot the bolt of the door again and returned to his back shop. The sense of excitement which possessed him, and which for the moment had assumed the form of an exuberance of bold ideas, was the legacy of the very keen emotion that he had felt this morning.
He had gone out, a little before eight o'clock, to make his usual small purchases. He had bought a paper. While he was still in the street, he had satisfied himself with running over it, anxious, as he was every morning, to see whether the still hidden " deed " had cropped up among the news. He had missed the report — how, he still could not understand. No doubt the fact that he had done so was partly due to the prominence which was given in the papers to the murder in the Burgundy express. (This, as a matter of fact, was an aflair which interested Quinette from more than one point of view.)
Besides, as one morning followed another, the belief, unreasonable as it might be, had begun to establish itself in his mind that things were going to remain where they stood. It was as though the hidden deed refused to come out, as though it was burrowing into the past with a quite natural downward movement towards oblivion. " There are many crimes which are never found out; and more than one imagines/' This thought had, perhaps, turned him aside from finding the news he was looking for at the first glance.
When he got back to his shop, he resumed his ransacking of the paper at his leisure. Suddenly the headline leapt to his eyes : " Murdered a week ago." He read the report - read it gteedily, with a kind of arid trembling, which kept on getting worse. His first reaction was to go and shoot the bolt of the street door. He held on hard to the corner of his

